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The Saleslady 


Is an institution peculiar to the United States, and no 
Department Store is complete without her. She is prompt 
in manner, decided in style, and as original and up to date 
as she can be. She is perhaps, seen at her best at the 
bargain counter in “Macsiemaker’s,” compelling people 
to buy what they don’t w'ant; or, when spreading her- 
self out at an evening party and worrying her young 
men admirers in the light neckties and patent leather 
pumps. She is spick and span ; takes life as a matter of 
course, and would like to spend it on a Roof Garden ; 
wears pointed shoes, an Ascot scarf, and a patriotic pin ; 
does up her hair a la Merode, and dotes on ice cream 
sodas. She is pretty, though haughty, and does not 
trouble her customers with too many “Yes, pleases” and 
“No, thank you’s” ; sports a showy shirt waist, and is a 
great feature at Coney Island in the summer time. She, of 
course, cycles and carries the National colors on her 
wheel ; is a bit of a flirt, and usually ends up by marry- 
ing a medical student or the floor-walker. 
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The Man “Wot” Golfs 


Is as well satisfied with himself as a newly feathered 
turkey. He likes to be thought an ardent player and 
continually interlards his conversation with such words 
as “Bunkers,” “Tees,” “Clicks,” and other dreadful 
sounding things. His costume consists of a tweed coat 
and knickerbockers of an alarming pattern, with stock- 
ings conspicuous a mile off, a shirt loud enough to 
startle a township, and new orange-yellow boots. A 
sight for the gods, he fussily lugs towards the links, a 
bright leather bag, — on which his initials are painted, 
about a foot to a letter — full of curious looking imple- 
ments, the bulk of whose names he doesn’t even know, 
but which appear to him to be the correct thing to carry. 
He strides owr the turf as though all Southampton be- 
longed to him, shouts out your name across the field, 
wanting to know “’ow many you’ve made,” swears volu- 
bly and “muffs” everything. The men avoid him; the 
ladies keep at a respectful distance, whilst the “caddie” 
with visible difficulty suppresses an emphatic opinion con- 
cerning his skill. He is single, and has a keen desire 
to move in society. 
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Won Lung Lee 


Through the courtesy of the Emigration Board 
reached this soil with a pigtail, a handbag and a broad 
smile some years ago, and has been scrubbing, ironing, 
and putting up signboards all over the States ever since. 
He can wear out your only shirt and spare set of under- 
wear in less washings than any one else in creation, and 
is always “glately supplized” when he learns that holes 
are beginning to appear in them. A piece of punk for 
the housemaid and a handful of nuts for the youngsters 
are, however, bribes that always take, and he goes on 
rubbing your things to nothing, as though it were part 
of his creed, and you enjoyed it. Clean, industrious, 
uncomplaining and economical, he works his way through 
difficulties and soapsuds to fortune. His wants are few — 
a couple of pounds of rice a week, with permission to 
sleep in the coalbox, and he is perfectly satisfied. He 
pays no taxes, an example to all of us. 
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The Rev. Hiram B. Montgomery 


Is the pet of the parish ; wears curly hair and high 
collars, and has a tendency towards ritual. He culti- 
vates smooth, black clothes, and has a yearning for im- 
proved dwellings. An active worker in the artistic, he 
has developed considerable improvement in home aesthet- 
ics and the selection of wall papers. His sermons are 
ornate rather than solid, and are replete with glowing 
periods concerning beauty in every conceivable shape. 
The young ladies of his congregation gush, and are full 
of praises of his mental superiority. His great desire 
is to amend the world and make it, as he says, “an 
idyllic means of meeting nature half way,” which is 
very thoughtful and kind of him. He quotes glibly on 
every possible occasion the passage concerning “plough 
shares and pruning hooks,” which the irreverent declare 
to be much out of date in these days of steam cultivators 
and German hand saws. He has his use however, and is 
listened to respectfully, whilst his heliotrope-scented 
handkerchief always commands attention. 
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“ Jack ie” 


Has come to the front as he generally does, when he 
gets, as he puts it, the “chanst.” He is a capital fellow is 
Jackie all the world over. His faith is pinned on the 
Star Spangled Banner and his Captain, and he is the 
possessor of a roll and gait of his own that are unmis- 
takable. He is not a “scolard,” as he will tell you, but he 
can knock spots out of Spaniards and that is all he has 
troubled about lately. He has a command of salt-flavored 
language and ocean-bred phrases that amaze and elec- 
trify a landsman; at doing anything with devil in it, he’s 
the very man, facing other countries’ warships, cruisers, 
and things, in steam launches and cockle boats, with the 
utmost indifference, whilst with a turn of his bulky quid, 
a copious spit, and a hitch of his trousers, he is always 
ready to get into anything that happens to be going at 
the time. He lives on the East Side when at home, and 
the Bowery is his idea of what the shore should be, when, 
with his arm around his best girl, a long, full-flavored 
five cent, end-chewed cigar in his mouth, his griddle- 
cake cap (with the name of his ship, “The Splashwater,” 
on it) slanting off his head, he is as happy as his pay is 
short. He is great at singing, and chaffs the police, who 
smile and pass on. “Jackie’s all right.” 
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Bob Toughun 


Is a type which we should be very grateful to be 
without, and an act of Congress ought to be passed to 
suppress him. His happy hunting grounds are South 
Beach and Far Rockaway, where he walks arm in arm 
with his “chums” making things hideous with slang and 
noise. He is great on practical jokes, and his smile is a 
thing to be seen to be avoided. Such pleasantries as 
treading on the heels of ladies’ boots, elbowing his way 
through crowds, making sidewalks his spittoon, and imi- 
tating the cries of various animals, are his in particular. 
At the theatre he is immense and in a seat in the gallery 
his supply of fun is to be found. On a steamboat he 
shouts songs with short verses and long choruses, and 
his hair falls over his face from underneath a soft cap, 
which is elevated at an angle on the back of his head. 
When he is at home his occupation is that of a clerk in 
a meat salesman’s, and he distinguishes himself when out 
by smoking oppressive cigars. If things go well with 
him he becomes a saloon broker, grows corpulent, 
drives a brougham, and patronizes music halls. If they 
don’t he remains just what he is, an unmitigated nuisance 
to everybody. 
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A City “Gent” 


Wears a flowered waistcoat, a luminous pin and con- 
siderable curl in his hat brim. He is generally “horsey,” 
runs a spider and team, and has a pet chair at the Red 
Cat Restaurant; he is full of “tips,” and good things 
for everybody, but chiefly for himself ; is a member of the 
firm of Stoney, Broke & Smashem, who run a bucket shop 
at Nineteen Hundred Broad Street, and whose “Daily 
Circular” is a sure guide to bankruptcy and ruin. It is 
his firm that sends attractively worded printed matter to 
unsophisticated maiden ladies and inexperienced country 
parsons, offering a fortune for a ten-dollar “cover,” and 
dispatches prospectuses marked “private and con- 
fidential,” soliciting buyers for five-dollar fully paid up 
shares in the Bubble and Squeak United Trust Associa- 
tion ( Incorporated^ , at seven and a half cents apiece, 
to “wait a rise.” He generally “goes it,” while it lasts, 
which is not long, as he ends his career by either supply- 
ing furniture on the three years’ hire system, or spend- 
ing a considerable portion of his time in Sing Sing. 
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Mr. Levi Vindermenderheimer 


Claims to be an Austrian of noble descent; wears a 
fur coat and a large diamond ring, and manicures his 
nails in the car. He lives in West Seventieth Street, 
and is always strictly “pizness.” The board-walk at 
Arverne in August is his idea of enjoyment, where he 
and his countrymen congregate in numbers to discuss the 
variability of insurance rates and other congenial topics. 
He is a partner in Isaac Gonoffski Bros., on Lower 
Broadway, and married his cloak model, an aggressively 
handsome young woman, who spends her evenings in a 
decollete dress on the hotel piazza. 
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Mr. Tammany Todd 


Is A working man's representative for Ward B. B. 
and a brickyard foreman. He made his first public 
appearance in a cap and a clumping pair of clodhopper 
shoes. We were all a bit prejudiced when we first heard 
of Todd’s movements and stirring manifestoes: “Down 
with everything !” “Relief and prosperity for all !” 
“Free schools and no taxes!” “Low rents and good 
beer!” “Civilization and cheap rubbers!” and so on. 
His “pals,” however, rolled up their sleeves and sent him 
in with a whacking majority. Mr. Todd is a success; 
he has a square head and a strong voice, and though his 
grammer is shaky, he is practical and has purpose, and 
if he only perseveres, he will either be made an alderman 
some day, or secure a good asphalt contract. 
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Mr, Sempronious Yardly 


Lives in the country and is a retired retail dry goods 
dealer, with a mild voice and local ambitions, and takes 
much interest in everything that comes before the Hobo- 
kosh Board of Trustees, of which he is a member, as he 
has plenty of leisure. He is ubiquitous with his five 
feet six inches of height, faded features and long frock 
coat. On a motion for increasing the cemetery keeper’s 
salary from one hundred to one hundred and twenty-five 
dollars per annum, he will expound against such an 
iniquity for quite three-quarters-of-an-hour, whilst the 
chairman, the Hon. Tom Dugdale — an ardent sportsman 
— discusses the birds in the bottom covert with his ten- 
ant and fellow trustee, Farmer Hayseed, the rest mean- 
while nod in their nap, and the clerk sketches landscapes 
on the blotter. Still the little man runs on, protesting in 
piping tones against the squandering of public monies, 
and all the rest of it, stretching his points as much as 
he did his elastic in his old measuring days, long before 
town meetings were contemplated and bores elected. 
Presently the chairman, having finished his talk, raps on 
the table, the nappy ones wake up, and the resolution 
(having been decided upon among themselves weeks 
before), is instantaneously passed, whereupon they file 
out and adjourn to the nearest hotel and Mr. Yardly 
goes home. 
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Mr. Dick Drummerton 


Comes from the windy, woolly West and is the rep- 
representative of Messrs. Webbem & Woofs, corset lace 
manufacturers and general notion merchants. He is 
bright and breezy and stops at the Hoffman House, where 
he may be found any evening after dispatching his mail, 
standing on the steps talking tariffs with a friend and 
winking at the girls as they go by. Dick believes in 
check suits and wears them, and there is a cock in his 
hat that is worth all the money. He does, as he puts 
it, a “rippin” business in the city ; is alive and alert, and 
if he didn’t chew gum, would be quite a tolerable per- 
sonage. Work done, he packs his grips and is off half 
a thousand miles to the next centre, taking orders for 
all that he can, whilst New York is yawning itself awake. 
He is a pushing young man and knows it. 
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Mrs. Whirlingay Whiz 


Is A widow from somewhere, possessing corn-colored 
hair and a picturesque reputation. She swishes through 
life with a smile and a rustling silk dress, wafting wel- 
comes and patchouli wherever she goes. Knows every- 
body, at least, she apparently does, and takes cocktails 
with her luncheon. She complains of being much mis- 
understood ; prefers the company of men and confesses 
to thirty-eight. Is tall, not over bashful and enjoys a 
piquant story; likes lobsters a la Newburg and thinks 
Shanley’s divine. She knows Dick Drummerton and 
heaps of other fellows, who say she is attractive, but 
expensive. Her residence is somewhat unfixed, but she 
appears to have a good time somehow. She occasionally 
sells real estate or copper stocks (on commission) for her 
male friends downtown. Exhibits plenty of jewelry, 
sticks out her little finger when taking her tea and 
claims to be of Southern descent. She has the neatest 
foot in town. 
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